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THE HUMBUG AT MARGATE. 


“ Ever since his escapade at Ramsgate last week, Poor Pa has had to creep about like a thief in the niyht ; he has, in fact, adopted a series of disquises which, 
i” conception, would be worthy of a Sherlock Holmes. On Bank Holiday, at Margate, though, he was recognised by several of his London acquaintances—one 
f whom informs me that he was endeavouring to pass himself off as an old admiral, who had fought at both Trafalgar and Waterloo. : Ilis cuncertinu 
blaying was, I understand, decidedly off colour, and quite spoiled the pleasure of a number of Bank Holidayists who had gathered round him. — Toorsik. 


CONCERNING CHARITY. PARSON PRIG. 


“THs singular character,” says Captain Johnson, 
speaking of one Captain Philip Stafford, “ was a native of 
rkshire, and born about the year 122. His father had a 
small estate. Philip was an only child, and received such 
an education as his father could afford; but, while at 
echool, he was more distinguished for boxing and wrestling 


than for the exercise of hix mental faculties.” 0 

When the Civil War broke out young Stafford joined the : 
Koyal Standard; “but his actions are involved in the 7 
obscurity of the times; it is obvious, however, that he ' 
signalized himeelf, as he received the rank of Captain, * 


Upon the death of Charles, the small house of Stafford was 
tequestrated, and he was thereby deprived of all means of | 
subsistence.” Under these circumstances it seems to have 
occurred to the Captain that any robbery committed ona 
Republican (or at a pinch on anyone else) was allowable, and 
we find him next dressed as a servant and adopting the 
drawling tones and cant phrases of the extreme Puritunical if 
party, obtaining n situation in the house of a wealthy k 
member, and, by his insinuating address and engaging 
manners, not only winning the affections of the m ö 
the love of the mistress. This misguided lady 


ter, but 
Wis BO 


carried away by his passionate protestations) that she \ 

informed him where her husband kept concealed a quantity 

“Tnever indulve in promixcnoun charity, my “ But‘ere’s your name in the paper, sir, printed large. aa “Faactly! Auel just think what an alvertisement of very valle jewels, probably onee the property of 
{icud—it's ayainot my prenetple!” contributin’ fifty pounds toward the Spuof liclicf Fund!” itis! That's to my duserest ? Royalists, With the assistance of an accomplice he 
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obtained possession of the valuables and converted them into cash, 
having previously injured the window of the room from the outside 
and placed a ladder against it to make it appear that a burglary had 
taken place; and he himself was the first to give the alarm in the 
morning. He was such a good servant and such pious young 
man that no one suspected him, and he remained long enough in 
his situation after the event “to prevent the shadow of guilt staining 
the character he had so dexterously maintained.” 

We next find our worthy hero meeting with an old gentleman in 
Maidenhead Thicket, whom he found to be “ one of the godly "and 
a” Puritanical fanatic.” Said the old gentleman, in the course of 
conversation, “ We must ascribe everything that befalls us toa wise 
Providence ; and, for my part, [am always content with my lot, as 
being assured in myself that all things are for the best, and work 
together for the good of the Elect.” Arriving just then at the 
thickest 5 of the forest Stafford pointed out that those being the 
good old gentleman's sentiments he would trouble him for his 
purse, and, as he spoke, placed a pistol to the breast of the victim, 
who, with a gruan, handed over furty guineas. Stafford, saying 
that he would pray that a good supper and a warm bed might be 
waiting for him at the next inn, bound the unfortunate old man to 
mire and “ galloped off through the byeways into Buckingham. 
shire.” 

Night came on before he had gained the high road, and, seeing a 
light in a window, found that it came from a comfortable farm- 
house, at which the mistress was awaiting the return of her husband 
from London, and had supper ready for him, Stafford begged for 
a lodging for the night, offering to pay well for it. The farmer's 
wife, taking him for a gentleman, agreed, and Stafford cig 
heartily. But time rolled on and the husband did not return. The 
servants had gone to bed, and the robber sat over his wine, the 
wife nodding before him. Suddenly he seized and gagged her, and, 
threatening her life, compelled her to point out where the money 
and plate were kept. Then, with a booty worth 4300, he rode 
away, 

“By success in his profession,” we read, “ Stafford amassed a 
considerable sum of money ; in order, therefore, to avoid discovery, 
as he was now well-known all over the country, he retired to a 
little vil in the North of England, and there lived in most 
retired and frugal manner. After te had continued there »bout a 
year, the minister of the congregation dying, he, in a little time 
after, was called to the charge, and commenced preacher, with the 
annual income of £40. In this station Stafford acquitted himself 
to the entire satisfaction of the congregation.” 

For a while that was; but certain scandals cropping up he 
departed secretly one night with the plate and linen of the church, 
He then again took to the road, and soon after was caught, tried, 
and condemned to death. During his confinement he lived in n 
sumptuous manner, and was visited by many of his own profession, 
who formed a plan for his deliverance, and agreed to make him 
their leader ; but the plot being discovered, the day of the execution 
was changed, and Stafford miserably disappointed.” 

The Captain was dressed in a fine light-coloured suit of clothes, 
with a nosegay in his breast, and seemed perfectly unconcerned, 
In passing a tavern he called for a pint of wine and drank it off, 
informing the landlord that he would pay him when he returned. 
“ Arriving at the place of execution, he looked wistfully around, 
and endeavoured to prolong the time; but when he saw none 
coming to his assistance he pale and trembled greatly.” 
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THE BIGG FITE. 

round 4. the bludles boi cum upp smilin. the deeming boi go 
for im au mis an per ushel. the bludlex boi then taik too ins cels 
pursued bi thee deeming round an round the wring. a gent froma 
eportin paiper arsk iff its air an ouns, still a runin wen we went 


too pres, 
(Neat week, “Hankering,” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
— 
, Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped enrelope lege enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose luose stamps, 


Thanks for your suggestions, Iloxx, Some of them would do, of 
course, Very probably, A PuNTER, Ile was siricken with remorse. 
Much pres for cutting, TERENCE. Glad you found the order, 
Bess. Only by starvation, PRIVATE, Could you do with any less, 
No, A VERY OLD SuRscreiIbER, They hace not arrived as yet, 
Storzn's absence, YOUR ADMIRER, Was a matter for regret. 
Mutiny, of course, A ReDCOAT, Jf it happens in the 3 See 
the rules for sketches, VELLUM: Don't forget the needful stamp, 
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Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
8 Months, a. 8d.; 6 Monthe, 3e. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 

In Stamps or P. O. O. s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tne SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE Lax x, FLEET STREET, Lonpos, E. C. 
Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 
PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RU DE LA BANQUE, 

— — 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be paid to the neæt. gi. in of any Man, Weman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Itailway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current isaue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Howiway” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLorn's HALF-HoLIDAY” ts published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 


A. Yer, poor fellow, he spent enormous sums on whisky every 
day, and vet I don't think 1 ever saw him intoxicated, 
Ji. How wonderful! . 
A. Oh, no! he used to get his boose at the railway refreshment 
Ts, ee 
s 


Just list to him whose latest train 
Has gone just half a minute, 
And you will realize the fact 
That swearing isn't in it. 
ss 


7 s 

Man (reading evening paper). An editor has been apprehended 
for killing a t. 

Criminal Lawyer. Ah, indeed! when did he do it? 

Man, What does that matter? 

Criminal Lawyer, Everything; for if he committed the rash 
act during business hours in his own oftice, no jury in the world 
wonld bring it in anything but “justifiable homicide,” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 536.—The “Douglas Bathing” Costume. 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 
No. 18—Macaulay. (Mav, call be.) 


Waiter (in background). Oue 
stout, one bitter | 


Tom. Poor oki Harry is suffering from hydrophobia, 
Dick, Great Scot! That comes of cating bal Ku-. 


The great sack-diving feat by Professor 

Storzn from the height of two and a “What small 
half feet. Observe the Patent Spring Jack!" “Never mind, 
Boko er. T’ve got very large feet.“ 


ae 


(Saturday, August 4, 1894, 


Dinner Time, 
Young Husband, (Sniff, sniff.) What is this, dear? It smell 
eee. Wie (with justifiable pride). That's rab 
‘oung Wife (wit ifiable pride), at's rabbit, my dear, 
1 remembered what ö shout thes them cooked with 
plenty of raue. so I got three bottles to boil it in. 
Young Hushand (trembling), Wh-a-a-t sauce did you get, dear? 
Young Wife (sternly), Why, your favourite Worcester Sauce, of 
course! ee 
a 


ve Pedestrian, That's a smart carriage over there, now, isn't 


Second Prdestrian, Yes; hired, though. 

First Pedestrian, Nousense ; how can you tell? 

Sveond Pedestrian, By the way the people inside are trying 10, 
look as if they were ured to it. *° 


OLD Sol's in league, we think, with those 
In business in the town 

At most seaside resorts, to do 
All comers pretty brown, 


Sniper. How is it young Brown has been so constantly boozed 
l . him, he has been “on.” * 85 

Snapper, Caused by a mixture of love and diplomacy. He is 
spoony on the new barmaid at the Pig and Whistle. 


0 

Mre, Jones, What a delightfully chatty little woman Mrs, Back 
biter is—eo well up in all the gossip, Some of the things she's 
told me about the neighbours are really dreadful. 

Mr. Jones. I can quite believe it; you should hear the stories 
she's spread about you, 

Mrs, Jones, What! you don't mean to eay ehe's dared to go 
about talking of me! Well, of all the disgraceful, impertinent 
little scundalunongers— * [Left speaking, 


“Why do you always seem to prefer smooth-faced, clean shaven 
young men, Daisy, dear?“ “Because those who've got mous- 
taches when they kiss you may give you a tickling in the nose that 
makes you sneeze, and there's sure to be some ill · untured creature 
keen enough to overhear you.” °° 


On the Links, 
Southern Golfer, Did you bring the teo with you? 
Northern Golfer, Tea, mon? Na, na; but I've a wee bottle o- 
whusky wi' me gin ye want a drappie. 


Walker Chalks (the milkman). That new neighbour g' yours, 
mum, is a 45 „ She ac'shlly asked mo if butter-milk was a 
speshal kind o milk used a purpose for making butter. 

Mra, Nowall (grimly), I don't wonder she asked you, if your 
kind of milk is the only sort she has seen, 


s 
Fair One, No, really, Mr. Brown, I am very sorry, but it can 
never be, I must marry a man all the world looks up to. 
He. Really, now. I had uo idea you would throw yourself 
away on a giant ina penny gall, : 


s 
On, would that someone would invent 
An implement to make 
Some sort of an impression on 
The buarding-house rump steak, 
ss 


s 
TTusband, Good gracious! who's this note from? What a shock- 


g. fiat! 
Wife, Shocking, John? Why, that’s au autograph letter frum 
the celebrated novelist, Mr. Bobshocker, 
Tusband, Indeed ! What's it ray? 
Wife, Well—er—to tell you the truth, I can't quite make out. 
But it’s a very literary handwriting, isn't it? 
ss 


s 

Jarkins, Ah! my dear boy, how are you? We wero just talking 

put you as you came in, 

Cynieus, Indeed How far had you got? Drunk and disorderly, 
beat my wife, rob my employer, or murder my mother-in-law ! 
Oh! it’s all right, old man; I've heard other fellows spoken about 
behind their backs, don t you know. 

ss 


s 
Miss FLora F1tz-Popsy says that unless they make the set 
scene of the séte champet re at the Frivolity a bit higher she'll have 
to throw up her engagement. The other night, when she was 
dancing the mildest of kick-up breakdowns, she got her right toe 
in that bally moun and nearly broke herself in half trying to get it 
out ugain. „ 


First Friend, Well, old chap, and go you've turned author, ha vo 
you? And what are A writing for now? 

Second Friend. Well, to tell you the honest truth, old man, 
chiefly for the benefit of the postal revenue and the ucigbouring 
butterman, *.° 


Mra, Penhecker, I sce that the Jones's have broken their pram, 
and can't use it. 

Mr, Penhecker (sho has to wheel the family vehicle), Ah, Jouos 
always was a lucky fellow. ee 


s 
English M. P. Did they bring any weighty arguments to bear 
against you? 
Trish M.P, Faith! I think they did. You should have just 
seen the size of the brickbats. « » 
s 


She, And do you believe in divorce, Captain Pumick? 
de, Certainly 1 do. There is an antidote to nearly all poisons, 
you know, oe 
s 


Tis in the life of every youth 
An cpoch great and grave, 
When first the barber asks him if 
It's “ hair cut or a shave?” 
* „ 
s 
At Country Hotel, 
Cocknry, Aw—any game here, landlord ? 
Landlord, Oh, yes, sir, Capital billiard table; and there's 
generally a rubber of whist every evening in the coffee room. 
ss 


s 
ALLY SLopeR, Esq., who is undoubtedly an authority on the 
subject, observes, in his lately-published work, “Scrapes, aul 
How I have Got Out of Em,“ “ There are many unpleasant posi- 
tions in this world in which a man may find himself; but I know 
of none worse than when he happens to forget himself and calls 
his second wife by his first wife’s name.” 
ss 
1 sane Have you secn the woman who was an eye-witness of 
he dees 
Reporter, Les; got a splendid interview with her. Can 1 have 
six columns? 
Editor, Six columns? Why, yes; but isn't it rather too 2 
Spec Oh. no, I'm going to give the story in the woman's 
own words, 
— —— 


Ewery Monday. One HMalfpenny.- 


LARKS. 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
98 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E. c. 


Saturday, August 4, 1894.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE l. O. M. 


Mont dead than alive, my dears, I will allow, but yet here we 
are, Goodness me! what a doing we did have coming over! 
ams “Oh, don't talk about 
boiled mutton!" said 
Mr. Titus Ledbury to 
his friend Jack Johnson, 
when crossing to Calais, 
with an air of disgust, 
and looking like an ani- 
mated turnip. Why will 
they, on a steamboat, 
boil mutton all day long 
and keep carrying it 
nbout under your nose, 
and talking about 5 
and Janguishing arounc 
it as though it were a 
bouquet of the choicest 
tlowers? 

“What aleveller is sea- 
sickness!" says Captain 
2 Marryat, All grades, 
all respect, all consider- 
ation are lost. The 
master may summon 
John to his assistance, 
but John will, see his 
master hanged before 
he'll go to him. The 
nurses no longer look 
after the children; they may tumble overboard. Even the fond 
\earnines of the mother at last yield to the overwhelming sensation.“ 
~ Douglas town was originally a smuggling centre, but now- 
adays devotes itself mainly to the capture and cultivation of the 
exeursionist, It may be here noted that the Manx laws are 
peculiar, and that the impecunious alien occasionally has a bad 
time of it, It in possible that you may find it a trying process to 
nch the Isle of Man, but if you go there and pile up bills, you 
will probably find it a much harder task to get away again. Why 
the Isle of Man is so called I have not been able to find out, but I 
take it to be another instance of the lone prevailing injustice to 
my sex, Why wasn't it called the Isle of Woman? 

According to the good guide book, the first thing you ought to 
do when you get to Man is to climb Douglas Head. Having done 
, you will find it in places rather bald atop. This I attribute to 
the nigger minstrels who there accumulate and discourse sweet 
sounds, nccompanied by double shuftles. Some people don't like 
niger minstrelsy or piano-organs. Some people, indeed, don't 
exactly know what they do like, or why they object to what they 
ux they object to. My guide book writer says : “ On Sunday, hero, 
a very beautiful aad interesting open-air service is held. It is 
lirgely attended by a crowd ao i scattered that the words of 
the preacher may only be heard by a few, but all may join in the 


A wettius. 


simple hymns that are sung.” It is not stated whether the niggers 
Join in with well-washed faces, but I trust that that is the case. 
It should be noted by Thirsty Souls that the Sunday Closing Act 
is in force in the Isle of Man, and as in Scotland, things have to be 
got in over night. Another mem. may be headed“ Kippers.” The 
Manx kipper is the kipper of kippers. An enthusiastic tourist has 
i sunced them “always sweet, savoury, toothsome.“ I suppose 
„e knew what he meant, but it seems to require thinking over a 
bit and sorting out. 

We have amused ourselves as per usual, Lord Bob took a boat 
and caught en whiting. All exes included, it only cost him three 
and sixpence, the ordinary market price being three-halfpence. 
ut then, you know, there's the sport. We girls and the Dook 
Snook went puddling. Annually, as you know, the Dook or 
Billy gets a d ipping in his summer suit. This time it was the 
Dook got it—and got it ape: 

I regret to state that Billy is unworthy of the affection hitherto 
extended to him, Only this day upon the pier did we meet him 
promenading with one of the Brass Headed Band, nearly as stout 
is himself—designated on the bills as Rosie Rosebud, but familiarly 
. “Pooden.” We withered him with a glance as we 
swept by. 

A most romantic episode has occurred. Upon the boat that 
brought us over was discovered a mall boy—a stowaway, The 
iden waa to keel- 
haul him; but we 
beg; for mercy. 
And, would you 
believe it, the 
Dook Snook 
recognized him as 
a boy whom, at 
Weymouth and 
Blackpool, he had 
chucked from the 
front of the theatro 
when caught in 
the act of crawl- 
ing past the my 
place on his handa 
and knees, To- 
1 here, nt 

Douglas, that boy 
has been chucked 
again, 

This, therefore, 
makes three more 
or less mysterious 
heings who are on 
our track, for Legs 
and Ginger came 
over in the same 
steamer, and have 
both banged the 

= leader on the 
eae head with their 
Chuckel again! bouquets this very 

night. With re- 

“beet to Legs there ia something, dears, which J must positively 
tell vou and if the printer cuts it out this week. I wish you would 
“rite te the Editor about it aud complain, It is — LA reom.) 
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OTHER PEOPLE'S TROUBLES. 
(Third Dose.) 


Ir is said that the wife of a well-known Radical Member of 
Parliament keeps a serap-book, in which she pastes all the uncom. 
B paragraphs which have been printed about her husband, 

here come in handy for quotation at times of domestic ructions, 

“Man, know thyself,” was the advice of the early Greek phil- 
osophers ; but most men nowadays xeem to prefer to get acquainted 
with a good-looking young widow, about the genuineness of whose 
ot, complexions and financial investments there can be no 
question, 

The inconsistency of woman is beautifully illustrated by the fact 
that she will calmly open a box of sardines with her husband's best 
razor, and yet tly into a wild, weird, poetic frenzy when she revs 
him endeavouring to get a tight cork out of a whisky bottle with 
her embroidery scissors, 

The papers announce that a small eagle was seen flying over 
Chichester last week. Kxcept the folly of the eagle in turning up 
at the wrong time there is nothing worth recording in that. Now, 
if the eagle had worn a drab Tom-and-Jerry overcoat, tight 
trousers, race-glasses in a sling case, and been ina “bob a head” 
trap bound for Goodwood, we should have had no objection to the 
space of the daily newspaper being deveted to the chronicling of 
the incident. 

A woman will face a frowning world and cling to the man she 
loves throuzh the most bitter adversity ; but she wouldn't wear a 
pects that was out of fashion to save the whole of Lord Rosebery'n 

‘abinet, 

There isn’t a more innocent thing in the world than a Thames 
trout, and yet it has made hopeless liars of thousands of men, 

A paper of the “bits” class says that if 32,000,000 hands were 
clasped they would reach round the globe. Probably ; but some of 
em would get awfully wet about the feet, we're thinking. 

If 755 want to ree an ie icmp of sincere simplicity and child- 
like mnocence in a man’s face, watch him when, after a fortnight’s 
holiday in Boulogne, he buys n threepenny cigar in a Strand 
tobacconist’s and gets nine and ninepence change out of a ten-franc 
piece. 

— — — 


CAUSE AND EFFECT. 


rs fle 5 foolish parent that tarradiddles to his progeny.”— Poor 
„%u. 

When a certain small boy — who, for many reasons, shall be 
nameless—came home from school the other day at the end of the 
term, it was noticed that he did not regard his father with the 
same trust and respect as formerly. As it was his first term, and 
his progenitor could not understand what evil influence could have 
been at work, he called the small boy aside and said : 

“Samuel, 1 wish to talk with you seriously, for you appear to 
me ina new light since you have been to school.” 

“And yon to me, father,” replied the kid. “Indeed, you are 
what is called in rhyming slang—for which I beg to refer you to 
Mr. Astor’s publication—n bit of a ‘Holy Friar.’ I would like to 
ask you one question which, in my days of darkness, I have often 
asked and you have answered in the aſlirmative: is there such a 
person ns Santa Claus?“ 

The father thought a moment. Finally he decided to make a 
clean breast of it, and tell young Samuel the honest truth. So, 
laying his hand upon the boy’s shoulder, he up and owned that it 
was a little fabrication made up by fathers and mothers for the 
purpose of coaxing their ill-managed offspring to bed in respectable 
time on one night out of the three hundred and sixty-five. The 
boy listened in unhappy but dignified silence. The blush of 
indignation mounted to his cheek: even much older and more 
inexcusable people hate to think they've even been spoofed into 
good behaviour, and when his parent had brought the recital toan 
end, Samuel resolved to analyse all such statements in future. 

“ Father,” he said, “it pains me quite as much as it does you to 
hear you pleading guilty to all this folly, but I have one more 
question: . it is all tommy · rot that you've been filling me 
up with about Hades, too?” 

And then the father went to look for his thinking cap. 

“Tis a wretched, flimsy sort of progenitor that draws the long 
yore Ad Ted presence of his blue-cyed, dirty-nosed ‘uns.”—Unousy 

ie. . 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 4.—Tuk “East-END TRIPPERS.” 
WHEN folks well-dressed 
From the wealthy “ West” 
To the gay seaside are wenders, 
They can scarce conceal 
The contempt they feel 
For the costerish, coarse Kast-enders, 


As they stroll or stand 
On the golden sand 
In the sheen of their shining splendours, 
They resent the fact 
That the beach is packed 
With a bevy of base East-cnders, 


But the railway folks, 
And the hard-worked blokes 
Who of goods on the beach are venders, 
Would be loth to exclude 
(For the enke of the dude 
From the sands the plebcian East-enders, 


Though the higher class 
May possess more brass, 
Yet tis ever agreed that the spenders 
Of the timely tanner 
In the cheerieat manner 
Are the vulgar and vile Kast-enders ! 


WHAT WE HAVE COME TO, 
Editorial Office of the “ Perish England.” 

Sub. Editor, Here's a report of the death of a grand old soldier, 
Took pe in the hattle of Alma, 

Editor, Make it into an article, and head it, “DEATH OF A 
CRIMEAN HRuO.“ 

Sub- Editor, Ile was an officer of high rank—— 

Editor (disappointedly), Cut it down to twenty lines and call it 
“Onn Less.” 

Sub- Editor, And he received a pecrage for hia bravery. 

Hulitur ee Oh, bother! Cut it to a short par, and 
commence it, Another Paraside Removed,” 


— — 


A REG'LAR “LITTLE MAGNET.” 


THE worthy and still charming Mrs. Browning-Subbubs hadn't 
been in her lovely daughter's bedroom for over a month until that 
175 morning, and now she stood aghast in front of the dressing - 
table, 

“Kugenia,” she exclaimed, as she pointed to the pink silk and 
lace-covered pincushion, “where on carth did you get these! why, 
there are more than twenty gentlemen's scarf pins!” 

„will tell you, mamma, for the thing has worried me more than 
you can think. I find one in my hair almost every night after 
Claude Henry calls, and to save my life I can’t imagine how they 
got thee Do you think I am possessed by some magnetic 
agency 

“Probably,” replied the excellent mother, “and Claude Henry 
mu be the spark. At any mte I will speak to vour papa about it 
hie is an excellent medium—and he may be able to complete the 
connection.” 

And that night Claude Henry came out with his“ intentions.“ 


x? 


"Ne — 
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AN EN D- Of- THE- CENTURY“ 


—— 


THE weirdly pathetic strains of that exquisite valse, “The 
Sweetest Man that ever put on Trousers,” died sadly away, aud 
over the crowded ball- 
room stole a wave of 
comparative silence, 

Away iu the dimly- 
lighted conservatory, 
Montgomery itz - < 
Johnson, with his soul .> 
in his eyes, bent raptu- . 
rously over a fair and 
beauteous woman, 5 

“You love me!” he 
hissed, feverishly and 
interrogatively. 

“Oh, come!“ was ; 
the sweetly-murmured 
response, “you are 
making the running 
too rapidly. Residen,“ 
—adroitly disengaging | 
herself from his covert 
embrace und toying 
significantly with the 
plain gold circlet which 
adorned the fourth ſin- 
ger of her left hand. — 
“you forget that Tam 
married. My hus- 
band—" 

“Asnob! acad! a 
eur!" he interrupted 
vehemently, “ unwor- 
thy to possess such 
divine — beauty — such 
superhuman inten- 
sity!” 

“Isn't that just a wee bit strong?“ cooed the “superhuman 
intensity,” “considering you have never even seen the—the snob, 
and that three days ngo you were absolutely ignorant of my very 
existence? Still, in drawing your bow at a venture, you have 
nearly hit the target. I’m forced to admit that he's mean; in fact, 
I may say horribly—nay, disgustingly mean !“ 

“Shade of Aphrodite!” he ejaculated, “Fancy a man being 
stingy when a goddess is concerned!“ 

„ It's not fancy, unfortunately ; it’s only too true. 
muita me in the most horrid ditliculties, 
hobble now!” 

“How? Nay, dearest Mra, Smythe— Maud, confide in me.” 

“Oh, I dare not!“ she whispered, in allright. “It's too terrible! 
A nasty dressmaker's bill—three hundred and fifty pounds, I don't 
know what to do!“ 

“ Let me be your banker,“ he said, eagerly, again attempting to 
grasp her hands, 

“Sir!” haughtily. 
Then, with a little laugh 
and touching his arm 
caressingly,“ I didn't mean 

it. But you mustn't tempt 
= me; it's wrong. And hark ! 
there's the music again. 
We must return: I'm en- 
gaged for the next dance.” 

But, dearest,” he mur- 
mured, ardently, detaining 
her, “you must have faith 
in me—you must, really. 
Be in Regent's Park to- 
morrow afternoon, about 
four—where I met you 
yesterday. . not 
another word, aulie. 
Come, let me find your 
partner,” 

„1 am fascinating 
dog!” mused FitzJohn- 
son, with a self-satistie! 
smile, as he | atrolled 
homewards in the softly 
breaking dawn, “Anil 
what a charming little 
creature she is! As sweet 
as a rosebui—as unso- 
phisticated as a daisy. 
Smythe. I wonder if I 
know her husband? 1 


WIFE. 


A fair and beauteous woman. 


Ilia meanness 
n fact, I'm in a frightful 


“1 am a fascinating dog“ 


know heaps of Smythes. 
Three hundred and fifty, though. Phe-e-ew! It'll nearly break 
me. But I must raise it: it'll be such n foundation to work on.” 


Four o'clock found the dashing Montgomery in Regent's Park, 
and, strange to add, the bewitching Mrs. Smythe also. 

Salutations exchanged, apparent mutual consent led them 
towards a secluded path, and promptly, though with many an 
ara pang, Fitz-Johnson pressed a perfumed note-case into her 
hand, 

“That is to be placed in your pocket and be examined at your 
leisure, dearest Mrs. Smythe,” he said gallantly. 

But with a business-like smile, and without an atom of shyness, 
she opened it. 8 . 

“Three hundreds and one fifty!” she cried, gaily. “You are 
kind, Mr. Fitz-Johnson ; but I really couldn't take all this money 
without giving you 
its uivalent. 1 
ish, however, you 
will find this makes 
us straight.” And in 
her turn * 2 
a scrap of paper in 
his hand. 

With profound as- 
tonishment he 
glanced at it, and 
read, I. O. U. three 
hundred and fifty 
pounds, — MON r- 
GOMERY FI1Tz- 
JOUNSON.” 

“Why, where on 
earth did you get this 
from?” ho gasped. 

“From Hawley— 
from my husband,” 
was the smiling re- 


ply. 

“What! Is Haw- 
ley Smythe your 
husband?” stam- 
mered the now crest- 
fallen gallant. 

1 y she 
said, easily. * You've 5 2285 
owed him this money oe a 
for the last four years, Tle glanced at it. 

He happened to tell 

me about it the other day, saying what an unprincipled ead you 
were; so 1 volunteered to try and get it if he'd put me on a hun. 
dred for myself. To make your acquaintance was an easy matter, 
and—but von know the rest, Would you kindly walk as far i 
the gate and call mea hansom, Mr. Fitz-Johuson?” 


Cy 
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“T'm sure, Brown, yon must admire my new UNDER FALSE PRETENCES. “Yea, dear: always keep arsenic in the house: it isa 
eyeling serra.” “Charming, my dear! Of course, Ani our artist left disrusted after waiting “What cher, ‘Arry!" “Bill! Bill! I thought you knew better manners, splendid thing for the com and to subdue 
Juur wext ride will be to Colney Hatch.” hulf an hour to see her make the plange. Address me proper! Iam travelling incoy. as the Earl of Spoofum.” busbands.”"—ztract from Letter of Young Lady. 

„% Miss Sloper will be delighted to reecive photographs from those OISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER—JOHN JOLLY NASH, Esq. 


of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


ss 


MONEY 
él ra) 


2 
LENT 


Sten K 2 
— 5 
> Lys 
“Jolly Nach!" Gad! it seoms but yestenlay that the foregoing happy legend waa walting room, sumptuonsly furnished with a hard deal form and an empty grate. 
Writ larye on a notice board outside the Straud Musick (don't forget the k. print r.) J. J. was there on the same errand. No, not even he could look jolly under those 
Mall: and when it was turned into a theatre some of Jolly John's jollitv must have — circumstances,— (2) A. SLOPER had to pawn the cornet, he remembers, to pay that 
lingered in its walls and inspired another Jolin, surnamed the Practical, to christen Income Tax. But to the interview.—(3) Tootsie is getting tirol of thinkiny 
it the Gaiety. Gud! A. Shu repeats, his dear okt pal John Jolly Nash don’t parts. 20 said her fond parent the other evening at the Friv. »My child, my rien. 
seem u day ohler than when, on the opening night of the 8. M. II., the Kminent dohn Jolly Nash, has lately opened a Musical Burean in Keyvent Street, consultations 
langhed binself into spasms over J. J. s * l aurhing Mat, “Jog Along, Boys, “Tm and best advice daily; I will consult my friend.” “ You might speak to him about 
not at all Inquixitive,” * hackety Jack, Tickle, Tickle,” and * Tootle, Tuutle on the me,” suid Mrs. N., the same night. on, my, love ?“ — (4) * Yes; I should like to go 
Cornet"; amd kt A. SLOVER tell you that to hear J. J. s wonderful effects aml on at the Halls as un Seutimental Baliadist.” “My own, think of the temptations.” 


imitations on his silver cornet makes you long to do likewise———(1) So much su, “SLOPRKR, cannot you trust me?” “My life, 1 can, Til to him.” Lut he 

that A. SLOPRK, on hearing him for the first time, went straight off and bonght a — didn't.——(6) At the Musical Burean said Mr. John Jolly Nash; “Well, Srl. 

No. 360,—Miss BLANCHE VIVIAN. recond-haml ove cheap at a pawn shop—true, a piston or two was missing an- l dear olf boy, what can I do for yon?” 1 hben he laughel. Well, that set A. 1% Ku 

Levan learving. Only began, because the neighbouis threatened him with actions off: then they both langhed together, till A. SLOP ER got a stitch—bad, necessitating 

“ Hers is a perfect, all-entrancing beauty.” — The Donk Snook, and brickbats and things, It isn't everyone who has the unique privilege of Keing an mijournment to the St. James's Restaurant—“ Unsweetened,” medicinal—dove 
“Snueb love as mine deserves its own reward.” —Lord Hob. John Jolly Nash not jolly; A. SLOPER has, though—ah! he has! He once went repeated—stitch no better—changed treatment—the Loy this time—astish no berrer 


early cma Witter. coke sheets, stim y, Soeey morning to Wandsworth Union to appeal — more doshe—stixh tly a fixnre—more doshe—sti—cab, and so home. It's 
axaiust the Income Tax, and was ushered, all damp, into a cold, bare, whitewashed wonderful what a lot it taken to get rid of the gtiteh, 


THE ELDER EXERCISES HIS POWERS OF FASCINATION. 


« 


“Ob I peerless beauty, bid me not despair.” —TZhe Hon. Billy. 


1) As the Eller was pnrenlng his way tae the Kirk the ither Sabbath morn, he was snldenly arrested by a (2) Tut the Eller, who loathes intemperance in any form, merely fixe „ . ara: 
bood-curdling yell behind him, “ Blder! Klier!“ shrieket MeParritch, for it was indeed that eminent sports- T. M. P. with his eye and led bim on to Flory. Kern that ee o' yours uff 10 (3) “Tak ma ailvice, kind freends an: e 
man, accompanial by a fine crop of * Delicious Trembles.” © Ye're ower vuul for this wirken wurd: let me me, McNab!” shrieked Tammy ; “dae ye no see I canna pn’ the trigger if keep) oot 0 tint) 5 . vey 1 tear 
pit ye canpily oot ot wi’ ma Lonny prize gun, ye Low-leggit, beu-taed, cumeteary auld crock y.iile 1" ve fauscinate me like that 7 wae chance wi’ him,” and Tannoy gave way 
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— 
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1 


the Soldherd-Sports. 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


The samples of weather to which we have been treated lately, must certainly have had a =the Kaiser meeting, Give cach other cordial qrecting:—The Stewards 
depressing effect upon most people, Well, 1 have prepared a show this week which incalculatel «Attracted e the other day :—Sir William and his part ain a ea ree these 
to cheer up and make happy even the most discontented amongst us.— Jr huadred times and — wine :—At Aldershot, the athletes meet, Their feats of wonder to repeat.—liigh jinke at Cowes. 
sirty-nine Has Jane been honoured with a fine :— Young officers, upon the spree, Act ina manner Mooray, boys! SLOPER all there, of course. The Kminent is never backward in coming forward, 
quite tov free :—Before the Mayor, the boys so jolly, Bunish care and melancholy :—SLOPER and as you will see by glancing at my centre illustration ——THE SLOLERIAN SHOWMAN, 


GIVING HERSELF AWAY. 


4 0 


“CONSTANTINOPLE” ON BANK HOLIDAY. 
Mrs, McStiggins, There scems to be nothing ele to see: we 
had better go. 


Mr. MeStiggine. Certainly, my dear: but TI shontd like to take 
another look at the—ahem |—harem, These phases of Oriental 
lite are full of interest to the studeut—abew | 


Simple, Quileless Shepherd Lad. Fee, enr. path dow seem to 
“Isn't that a big cigar?” “When a thing's nice yon can't have too much of it.“ “Oh! but I thought wind a bit; but if ya-looks straight in front of yer, un' follers 
that ii weeds grew apace.” yer nawse, ye warnt gu. far Wrong. 


Pe eae 


= 


* 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


_ THERE are always grand doings at Aldershot on Bank Holiday 

times. The military authorities don't approve of giving Tommy 
Atkins the recrea- 
tion accorded to 
civilians, and he 
han consequently 
to furbish up his 
weapons, turn 
himself out as 
smart as may be 
and drill ane 
march and man- 
— and wee 
gether prove him- 
self a credit to his 
Queen and coun- 
try, and thoronzh- 
ly deserving of the 
thirteen pence a 
day with which a 
grateful Govern- 
ment reward his 
services, The vol- 
unteers, of course, 
like playing at 
soldiers when they 
get u holiday, but 
poor Tommy has 
nu little too much 
of it to relish any 
extra work, 


s 
THE report that 
a Pickford van was 
the first vehicle to cross the new Tower Bridge on the day of its 
wublic Opening ix untrue, and has moved the Eminent to great 
ada A. SLoprr, drunk snd in a wheelbarrow, preceded 
the van by one minute and a half.: 


s 

Littr& Mary Collette, own daughter to Charles Collette, F. O. S., 
has been selected by Mr. Tree to play the ingeaue in A Bunch of 
Violets, Mary has done slap-up work with the Kendals, Thorne, 
Mrs. Veringer, and other good people, Charlie, her only father, 
who has just recovered from a long and serious illness, also goes 
on tour, Visiting some of the principal provincial music-halls. He 
commenced at Cardiff on the 27th of last month, and has been 
nmkeing ‘em sit up ever since, Bless ye, my childering ! 


nosn nv. E GARDENS is still the place to spend a Appy D'y. 
The admission is only sixpence ; and the Victoria Steamboats or 
three lines of railway will take you to Gravesend in no time. 


s 

Mr. J. C. Horsey, R. A., has been denouncing the follies of 
fashion, in the matter of dress, to the students of the Working 
Women’s College in 
Fitzroy Street. Some of 
his most scathing remarks 
were directed against the 
artistic and anatomical 
cnormities of the fashion 
plates, from which lovely 
woman is wont to cull the 
idea for her next new 
costume, These weird 
creatures of the artist's 
imagination are certainly 
wholly unlike anything 
teen in real life, and the 
Fates be praised for it. 


Tue Mildewed Marke- 
man has been graciously 
pleased to confer the 
Award of Merit“ upon 
PRIVATE RENNIE, be- 
cause he won the Queen's 
Prize at Bisley. “¥Fey- 
ther,” chortled the Azure- 
Eyed, “wot a pity it is as 
there ain't a gold 
or somethink for moon- 
shootin’, eh?” “And 
wherefore, my boy?” 
queried the Agéd, unsus- 
vectingly. Cos it ‘ud 
be a dead snip for you 
avery time,” was the reply, as once again the Cerulean-Orbed made 
g his escape, 5 „ 


THAT charming and intelligent collie, Miss Scottie, of which we 
have heard so much about, is, we understand, creating quite a 
xensation at the Royal Aquarium, Westminster. Her aptitude in 
spelling out names and articles with the aid of letters is described 
by those who have seen her as simpy marvellous, Doubtless, Mixx 
Scottie’s performance justifies all the praise bestowed upon it. 
We should, though, just like to remind our readers of the fact that 
Snatcher, whilst but three months old, spelt and drank “ Unsweet- 
ened ” without the assistance of either letters or tuition. 


s 
Mr. O'Connor, the manager of the Chinese Water Carnival at 
the Agricultural if Il, informs us that he is doing very be business 
—more especially with his famous chutes. He cordially invites 
all Sloperites to be present at his show on Bank Holiday, when he 
will introduce some novelties which are calculated to inspire 

awe and pleasure in the minds of his patrons, 


Ir was a ha idea of Mr. Willie Kdomm to revive Our Flat, 
and Mrs. . enormously successful farce should fill the 
merry lit- 
tle Strand 
fur a good. 


1 


imposing 
array of 
old fa- 
vourites 
Appear in 
their ori- 
ginalchar- 
u ctera, 
includ. 
ing Mr. 
Cc harles 


Mr. Willie 
Edouin as 
Nathaniel 
Glover, 
The piece 
has Tost 
none of its 
bright- 
ness, and with new and up-to-date bu siness goes with a slap and 
finish that is delightful. Tou really ought to see Our 1 lat again, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


Wx have been asked by the management of the Empire Theatre 
to announce the fact that they have engaged the marvellous 
Schatfer Troupe to appear 
at their establishment di- 
rectly after their return 
from America, We make 
this announcement with 
pleasure, Mr. HJ. Hitehina 
evidently intends his pro- 
gramme to be second to 
none in London, and there 
is not much doubt but that 
he will succeed in his ef- 
forts. In_spectacular dis- 
‘lay, the Empire is streets 
1. mivance of any other 
theatre. A little strength- 
ening in the variety busi- 
ness und we have an enter. 
tainment which it would 
be dificult to beat. 


* 

Tuk wet weather has 
heen playing the very 
dickens with the pleasure 
traftic on the River Thames. 
Nevertheless, the Avh-i- 
noor, belonging to the 
Victoria Steamboat Asso- 
ciation, has been carrying 
some heavy boat loads of 
passengers to Clacton-on- 
Sea during the last few 
days, We heartily recom. 
mend this trip to our readera, The distance is short, comparatively, 


and ample time is allowed at Clacton for a stroll on shore. 
* 


s 
SLOPERITES will be please: to learn that Private Rennie, the 
winner of the Queen's Prize at the recent Bisley meeting, is wot a 
teetotaler nor u non-smoker, The laddlie, in fact, is as fond of his 
“wee drappie” and pipe of tobacco as McGooxeley is himself, 
Newspapers advocating total abstinence principles please copy. 
ss 
s 
Tur Duke of Cambridge formally opened Clarence Park, the 
new recreation ground presented to the ancient town of St. Albans 
by Sir Tottenham Court Road Maple. Much of the enjoyment of 
the festivity was spoilt by the continued rain, and the k's his- 
torical gingham must have come in exceedingly handy, 


ELEVEN dollars is all it costs to obtain a divorce in a certain 
State in America, Oh, that A. SLOPER lived in Yankee Land! 
This is a one-eyed country, after all. 


* 

WHAT on earth has become of our summer this year? Already 
have we reached August, and the real, downright, old-fashioned 
English summer 
xo dear to the 
hearts of our 
youth seems as 
far off as it was 
even in February 
last. Is it to be 
wondered at, 
therefore, that, 
with theapproach 
of Bank Holiday, 
Londoners begin 
to look gloomy? 
There is nothing 
more dispiriting, 
more unenjoy- 
able, or more re- 
gretable than a 
wet Bank Holi- 
day. If the out- 
look does not 
improve _ before 
the Gth inst., there 
will be weeping 
und gnashing of 
teeth throughout 
the metropo is. 


Tue ‘Brothers 
Nickalls still re- 
main the best 
amateur scullers in England, says the London Day-hy-Day 
young man in the JD. 7. Well, of all the blossoming cheek— 

re, what price SLOPER? 9 


THE supposition which has been recently gaining ground that 
the Dook Snook is part proprietor of Larks! is quite a mistake. 
His Grace at one time did purpose purchasing a small share in the 
mammoth ha'porth, but as he found it impossible to raise the 
necessary millions, negotiations fell through. Larks/ is a gold 
mine, if ever there was one. 9 „ 


LUcKILY for some of us, Mank Holiday does not come very 
often. For eight days past McGiooseley hax never been sober, His 
excuse is that he is in strict training for Bank Holiday. 


. 

A PAPER says: An extraordinary quantity of unripe fruit has 
been in the market owing to the inclemency of the early part of 
the summer.” A. SLOPER is quite aware of it, the number of cases 
of tummy-ache among those kids of his has been quite appalling. 

es 


s 

THE Naval Manceuvres are this year being carried out on n more 
extensive scale than ever, and A. SLOPER is pleased to see that 
1 ol — 
suggestions for 
the lin} provement 
of the Navy have 
been carried out 
by the Admi- 
rulty. As a rule, 
the Admiralty is 
a sealed order, 80 
far as outsiders 
are = concerned, 
but when a man 
of the calibre of 
the Eminent 
deigns to offer 
advice on the 
construction of 
English war- 
ships, the civil 
lords think twice 
before rejecting 
it. Even red- 
tapeism has to 
sing small before 
the might of 
Al. LV... 

s 


RUMOURED 
Retrothal of the 
Khedive, was the line on half a dozen newspaper posters last week, 
We have authority for stating that Miss Tootsie Sloper is in no 
way concerned in the announcement, 


(Saturday, August 4, 1894, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS, 


A Cal xX an ron THE Winx ENDING AUGUST Iiru, 1894, 
—— 


Sth August, 1872.—A Levant newspaper of this date says : 
“A letter from Bucharest reports a curious atmospheric phenome. 
non which occurred there on the 25th ult. at a quarter-past nine in 
the exening, During the day the heat was stifling. The sky was 
cloudless, In the evening everybody went out walking, and the 
gardens were crowded, The ladies were mostly dressed in white 
low-necked robes, Towards nine o'clock u small cloud appeared 
on the horizon, and a quarter of an hour afterwards rain begun to 
fall, when, to the horror of everybody, it was found to consist of 
black worms of the size of an ordinary fly. All the streets were 
strewn with these curious animals,” 


6th August, 1716.—Two aoliliers wore this day (in the reign 
of George I.) whipped almost to death and turned out of the 
service for wearing oak boughs iu their hats on May 29th. 


7th August, 1777.—During the second year of the War of 
American Jedependence, General Putnam caught a man Jurkine 
about his bed at Peekskill, on the Hudson, A tlag of truce came 
from Sir Henry Clinton, claiming the prisoner as a lieutenant in 
the British service. The answer of the old General (bearing the 
above “ate) was equally brief, and to the point: “ Head-quarters, 
Augurt 7th, 1777. Edmund Palmer, an officer in the enemy's 
rerv? e, was taken A KHV lurking within our lines. He has been 
tries as n spy, al shall be executed as a spy ; and the flag is 
ordered to depart Immediately —ISRAEL PUTNAM. P.S.—He has 
accordingly, been executed,” : 


8th August, 1734.—The . James's Evening Post this day 
reports that sixty-three bottle-nosed whales recently came on 
shore near Banburgh Castle, sixty of which were between fourtecu 
and nineteen feet long. At their coming on shore they made a 
“apy ow noise, and were heard in the night by the shepherds 
in the fields,’ 


Oth August, 18386.—‘Several robberies and murders have 
heen committed in Maris lately,“ says Raikes under this date. 
“The inefiicacy of the police in a subject of general complaint, and 
as if to excuse their negligence in preventing mischief they arrest 
everyone who comes in their way when the alarm is given. It is 
not safe in such cases to offer assistance. A friend of mine, some 
time back, was induced to assist adying man on the Boulevard. 
The police arrived and arrested him as the murderer, While life is 
thus threatened in the open strect. all means of defence are pro- 
hibited by the new laws, which subject the bearer even of a luaded 
stick or n sword cane to an immediate fine.” 


10th August, 1891.—A_newspaper of this date says that a 
shocking accident occurred at Kirkstall, in councetion with a para- 
chute descent, which resulted in the death of Mr. Higgins, the 
néronaut, and the narrow excape of Miss De Vox. There was u 
high wind blowing. which tosxed the balloon nbout a good deal, 
causing some confusion among those restraining it. Min De Voy 
had taken her seat on the cross bar, and Mr. Higgins had just 
ined her, when there was an unusually heavy gust of wind. Mr. 

liggins gave the order to“ Let go!” but it was then seen that the 
balloon had a rent in it extending upwards of six feet. Some of 
the managing committee at once dragged Miss De Voy and her 

rnchute off the balloon, and a scene of great excitement followed, 

t does not appear certain that Mr. Higgins wa are of the mis- 
hap to the balloon, for he continued to shout “ Let go!” in n very 
excited manner. Those holding the balloon released it, and it 
shot up and wan driven across the field by the wind. The field! 
from which the ascent took place adjoins the Leeds and Bradford 
road, and running along it are a number of telegraph wires. A cry 
of horror rose from the assembled thousands aos it was seen that 
the balloon drifted towards these. In another moment the balloon 
and its passenger were in contact with the wires. Mr. Higgins’s 
feet were seen to catch them, and the balloon appeared to bound 
slightly back toward the field. The nüronaut endeavoured to 
release his hold of the car, but without success, for he was pitched 
off, and, turning a double somersault, he alighted from a distance 
of probably 35 ft. on his back on a wooden barrier which had been 
erected in the field. 


llth August, 1796.—On this date Roger Payne delivered a 
bound book to Dr. Mosley, At the mention of the magical name 
of Roger Payne uprize all the spirit and heart's blood of the 
bibliomaniac. The reader who is little versed in bibliopegiam, may 
be anxious to know who and what the individual was who could 
excite such lively enthusiasm ; and he will, perhaps, be disappointed 
when he learns that he was nothing more than a book binder—but 
a bookbinder of such eminence as to render all the productions of 
hia urt very valuable. Roger Payne was a native of Windsor 
Forest, and, after living a life of wretched dissipation, died in 1797.” 


— —— 


BILLIAM'S CONUNDRUM, 


III. I. Hicarns (who ia always bent 

To aggravate, annoy, torment 

The much-enduring Mildewed Gent) 
Slid up to SLOPER ineckly. 

Ani, “Sapient sir,” he said, *. declare 

The difference 'twixt the thoroughfare 

Where stands the Sloper Arms so rare, 
And the rag thou printest weekly?” 


One thing alone the modest Don 
SLOPERIUS prides himself upon— 
That he can solve the hardest con.“ 
mortal e’er invented: 
Aud so he sought, with “darns” and “blarms,” 
The difference ‘'twixt the rag that charms, 
And the court where stunds the Sloper Arma, 
Till he was near demented. 


Then Billiam Higgins sweetly spoke, 

„Ver calls yerself a clever bloke, 

But yer aint the brains what's in a moke!” 
And, ere the l'rince of Topers 

Could at the youth an inkstand toss, 

He lixped, “ You give it up, old hoax? 

Why, the court ia Sloper u Alley, bona, 
And the rag in ALLY SLOPER GWS!“ 


— 


POPULAR PROHIBITION. 


How and why it is, somebody else must tell you, but it seldom 
varies, It was, this time, at a village temperance meeting, and a 
local reprobate who had already been indulging, not wisely but too 
well, was brought in in the hope of being converted from the error 
of his ways. The meeting being opened in the usual way, and 
many dreadful stories of the effects of stomach-polish having ben 
told, a patroness of a certain age, and not a tlyer to gaze upon st 
that, arose and warbled a touching song, the burden of which was : 

“Ooh, the lips that touch li-quor, shall ne-ver touch mine. 

And it was observed that the erring one umole a large, extensive 
smile. l'on my word,” said he, “there's a bit o luck in sight for 
the boozers after all!” 


Every Wednesday. Twopence. 
JUDY. 
Best Artists. Best Authors. 


EDITED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E. c. 


Saturday, August 4, 1804. 
THE “TABLEAUX VIVANTS” CRAZE. 


A Livine-Pictoriat Lay. 

TUE tableane vivants, us 
you know, 

In music-halls are all the 
yoy 

And sometimes they are 
very nice— 

Yes, very fetching at the 


price. 
They by the public are not 
lout hed— 
Except perhaps when too 
much clothed !— 
And cen in Salons now 
they give 
Full many “classical” fab 
vie. 
Cnorvs— 
Then, come and be a 
tablean vivant, 
Much joy you thus 
may give ; 
You must keep your 
- low, 
If you'd be a fableau. 
Come and be a nice 


tab. ric. 
In Parlinment a boon 
they d be, 


To stop each jabbering M. P.: 
And 'twould improve some husbands’ lives 
To make fab. vires. of nagging wives ; 
And these poor husbands joy might draw, 
Could they thus silence mothers-in-law ! 
Then, like the Empire, Palace aud “ Friv.,” 
Let families try the new tad. vir. ! 
[Chorus as before—only more so, 
— 


CRUEL. 

First Hand. natured Little Girl. What are thore great big holes 
in the sand there? are they made by the tishing smacks having 
Leen moored there? ; 

Second atill more Good-natured Little Girl, Oh! those are only 
Selina Jones's footprints when she's been a-buthing. 


A SEASIDE IDYLL. 

Tun noonday sun looked brightly down from its vault of blue 
npon the golden expanse of sand. The blue waters sparkled 
henetth its rays, and plashed in tiny wavelets upon the shore. 
Away upon the shimmering sea the sails of the fishing boats 
ine white, and the faint smoke of some ocean-going monster 
ploughing her way down Channel rose in a thin streak against the 
herizon. ‘The white plumed gulls skimmed lightly over the waters, 
and, save for their occasional cry, there was u strange stillness in 


the sir. 
stretched side by side upon the beach and gazing far, far out 
across the ovean were 


nd he, in all tho 
eu, of his fifty. 
iilling “tourist,” 
uisht well have 
ested the conquest 
thousand hearts, 
wy have known 
rich other but a few 
hort hours, "Twas 
but this morning that she had coyly responded to his ardent gaze, 
wl yet now each is under the xweet intluence of the love that has 
tolen into their hearts, Tow blissful is the first delicious dawning 
pure and unselfish affection. 

At length his voice breaks the silence—tho sort of silence that is 

lien more eloquent than any words, 
* Darling,” he says, “tell me, does not this— this —er—the 
aceful beauty of the scene awake a wild longing in your heart to 
ly far from the mad, seething world of turmoil to some secluded 
pot where one may dream out life's brief A freed from all the 
prosaic cares of this world of commonplaces?” 

A tear glistened in the maiden’s off optic at the poetic fervour of 
er companion, and she sighed responsively. 

Would you not,” he continued, his strong, manly tones gathering 
olume as he went on, “Would you not share in blissful solitude 
he devoted affection of one to whom you would be all the world? 

vuld you not thus repay a life of devotion from one who, until 
e saw you, knew not the meaning of the word love, in whose 
ert the tender—” 

Vue here a childish treble interrupted his eloquence. 

* Dada, dada!” it cried, “ here'n mummy and me aud Dordie tum 
en to surprise oo, and mummy—”" 

Kut the Spirit of Romance stayed no longer, but with heavy heart 
il drovping pinions winged its saddened flight. 


— — 


GIRLS OF THE FRIV.“ 
Fra FnivolI. 
1 uate Fra Frivoli of the 
„Friv.,“ 
My hate for her is strong: 
And, howsvever long I live, 
Vil loathe her just as long, 
For never, in my span of life, 
Did Cupid to me give 
Dire wounds, till 1 desired for 
wife 
Fra Frivoli of tho“ Friv.” 
I wooed Era Frivoli of tho 
oe ‘riv 3 


— 


And Frivoli unto me 
Immense encouragement did 
give: 
And go I ve with glee 
Full two-and-twenty sleepless 
hights, 
= And days full twenty-two, 
In learning that most sweet of 
rites— 
The Marriage Service— 
through! 


1 hate Fra Frivoli of the 
“Friv.”; 
run the creature down 
With many a nauseous ad- 
jective, 
And many a nauseous noun. 
For, when I'd learned that 
Service through, 
She told me, as I live, 
hat a Russian prince was married to 
Fra Frivoli of the Friv.”! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— 
TYNEMOUTH, NORTHUMBERLAND, July 24th, 1894. 
Dear ALLY,—As an old admirer of yours, might I take the 
liberty of suggesting vou should vary your seaside programme a 
little this season by looking up some of the watering p! that 
have never yet been favoured with your benificent visage. You 
have not so far, I think, ventured furthor North than Whitby. 
Why this thusness? Surely you have not too tender a regard. for 
that world-famed, though somewhat rubicund proboscis of yours ! 
1 can axsure you the North Country air will leave it in all its pris- 
tine elegance. Give us a look up at Tynemouth this year, and you 
will enjoy yourself, Then there is also South Shields on the other 
side ol tho river. Talk about jetties! why, we have piera on each 
side of the river which for length and size lick all others in the 
kingdom into tits, ver youre, CoaLy TYNE. 


— — 


SLOPER'Ss VAG ARIEsS. 
No. 259.— IR INTERVIEWS THE MULTICOGNOMINAL MONARCH 


. l ALBERT CHRISTIAN GEORGE ANDREW PATRICK 
AVID "— 

The name's as with an i stamp on BLOrEn's heart vid, 

For, if you search old England Oer, in turnpike, house, 3 

You'll find no heart Wld SLorkn's heart for patriot beats can 


bent. 
So SLOPER eaid, with shouts and cheers: “I love like anything 
The name of one whom future years may hail as England's King 1“ 


“Kadward Albert Christian d Andrew Patrick David ! 

An interview with that sweet shall be by SLOPER cravéd 10 
So ALLY apake, and, furthermore, he added to himself: 

“T needs must make myself beloved of that same princely elf. 
And so I'll just address the: child, when l say my ‘Are ure? 
As ‘Teddy Bertie Kitty Georgio Andy Patsie Duvy 1“ 


To interview a royal babe requires some certain cheek, 

And SLOPER went into a pub., — 1 for to geek. 

And there he guzzled several gins, to fortify his breast : 

And several whiskies after that, to make the gins digest. 

Then, “I go,” he cried, “to see the Te of roy and of Navy, 
Swect Teddy Bertie Kitty Georgie Andy Patsie Davy!” 


The Duke of York had knife and fork and mire laid aside, 

Ani, from the window looking forth, the Wreck's approach he spied. 

“The ae tight! In his wild delight he'll crush my sonsie 
stripling !” 

And tho Duke — poos man !—laid out his plan, his face with 
laughter rippling. 

And soon the Mound came toddling round, “I'll sce,” he told the 


slavery, 
“ Prince Teddy Bertie Kitty Georgie Andy Patsie Davy!“ 
* 


* * * 

The Fossil 8 to his manly breast the future hope of Britain, 

Aud, with worship wild, he called the child the pet names herein 
written. 

And he felt o big when he home returned, Shoe Lane would 
scarcely hold him, 

And we sympathised with his doting age, and in mercy never told 


him 

n * addressed a waxen doll (dressed up by the». orkist 
alavey 

As, Teddy Bertie Kitty Georgie Andy Patsie Davy!“ 


— — 


THE POISON OF ENVY. 


THERE wasn't a lovelier es beneath the trees on the lawn at 
Goodwood ; but her angelic brow was clouded, for her brave, bold, 
noble soldier 9 f who had fought and slain the Matabele on 
his own mud-hills—did not happen to be there. It was a relief, 
however, to come across even Captain Riddleum; and so, indeed, 
the Captain thought, for he loved the fair girl, what though he 
knew her troth was plighted to his comrade. Like tho blue-point 
that the man threw at the oyster-room waiter, he was a wrong un. 

„And how did Charles—my Charles !—behave under a shower of 
assegais?” asked the divine creature, her obtrusively large blue 
eyes. brightening at the expectation of hearing of her boy's 
unexampled prowess. — 

„Oh. Charlie was no fool!” insinuated the treble-dyed villain ; 
“he didn’t get hurt, you can bet!“ 

“If you say that he ran away, you lie!“ hissed the proud beauty. 
drawing herself to her full height and inwardly contemplating 
jobbing his right eye out with the ferrule of her en tout cas. 

“Well, I won't exactly say run,“ the Captain corrected, “ but 
if hel been going for the doctor—and you'd have seen him—you'd 
have thought that somebody was very, rery, VERY ill!” 

And turning upon his heel—jud ing by her sneer that further 
conquest was hopeless—the cold villain entered the six-shilling 
lunchevun roum and vented his spite upon a hen lobster, 

— à;üʒͤ 
FOUND HIS VOCATION. 

“Yes, we've got a berth for Jack Boozer at last.? “Why, 
what can he do! He's a pe habitual—he's had the D. J. 5 fur 
the last twelve months. Why, the last time I was with him he 
was talking about the room being full of pink crocodiles, lions 
with gilt tails, and vultures that chewed tobacco.” “That's it 
exactly, my dear boy; he’s hired out to a travelling menagerio 
keeper who shows up at the country fairs. You've only got to 
nick him on the platform in front when he's got ‘em on well nnd 
he can knock n Zoological Garden's catalogue into blue fits. The 
tent's always literally crowded.” 


— 


THE RACE AND THE BATTLE. 
THE race is not to the swift, 
The battle is not to the strong, . 
And the darkness that dimmeth “the Maker's drift” 
Will evanish in light ere long. 
Must ve sheathe your blunted swords? 
Must ye faint by the wayside? No! 
Go forth in the might of the Lord of Lords— 
To the race and the warfare, go! 


The battle is not to the strong, 
The race is not to the swift. 
Hope, helping the helpless and halt along, 
Is n precious, a priceless gift. 
And Resolve will upspring from Hope, 
Like the flower from the fruitful germ, 
Till the languishing arm with its foes shall cope, 
And the faltering feet tread firm! 


The race is not to the swift, 
The battle is not to the strong. 
Ye way-worn and war- worn, your voices lift 
And your hearts—in a patient song. 
For calin shall your spirits rest 
When your tortuous race is run, 
And the Im of God's bliss on your wounds be pressed 
When the fight ye have fought is won! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

THE Motto of the Positivist: Love me, love my dog- ma! 

PARADOX.— Would it be correct to describe a girl who has 
money as money a 

How many Beens make Five? Been, has been, hasn't been, have 
been and haven't been. 

ALLY SLOPER’s Ray of “Son”-shine: The good old gooseberry 
effulgence of 's nose, 


THE LION QUEEN. 
A Tragedy. 


— 
CHAPTER VII. 
MADAME CARLONA took her second bereavement calmly, There 

wis n monotony, it is true, in both her husbands being killed; 
but, then, there 
had been compen- 
wating variety in 
the manner of 
their deaths, 
There had been 
shows which 
could boast of one 
lion tamer being 
killed, but there 
were none on the 
circuit which had 
had the enter- 
prise to have two 
ion tamers killed, 
As an advertise- 
ment the 
fatality was in- 
valuable. The 
show was 
crowded daily. 
Sunday school 
teachers brought 
theirscholars and 
explained the 
story of Daniel, 
as it were, on the 
spot; and the 
echolars stuffed 
the monkeys full 
ol nuts and apples Faithfully visited the cage. 
as a re fon in 

the intervals of moral instruction till they could scarcely breathe. 

Such inconsiderable remains as the lions left of Carlona II were 

guthered up and carefully interred ; but they did not amount to 
much, and were hardly worth putting a tombstone over. The 
interior of these lions was undoubtedly the tomb of the second 
Carlona, and Madame recognised this fact, and at night, when the 
show was over, she faithfully visited the cage and shed the tears of 
widowhood over the animals, The consolation which she had 
drawn when her first husband was killed—that she could always 
have part of his remains with her wherever she went—was renewed 
and increased by the fact that both her husbands were now interred 


there. 

For a time the tragic death of Carlona II boomed that show 
beyond all measure, and the money flowed into the coffers at n 
prodigious rate. But erelong something else intervened to catch 
the public attention—a gencral election, or a prize fight, or u 
divorce case, or 
something —and 
the receipts bo- 

un to fall oll. 

Shen Madame 
Carlona decided 
something must 
be done to pro- 
vide a further 
attraction. She 
felt that she must 
have a lion 
tamer; and she 
also felt that she 
would be the 
better of a hus- 
band to share 
with her the 
caresand respou- 
sibilities of the 
huge — establish- 
ment over which 
she presided. 

For the latter 
position she had 
an idea that 
the stalwart 
Hamish McNab 
would suit ad- 
mirably, but 
there was a dilli- 
culty’ about the 
former position. 
the Pollodropsicon. 
with the bagpipes 
had been an admirable attraction—she never dreamed these 
had been the cause of the outrageous behaviour of the lions; 
and it was evident that Hamish could not at one and the same 
time support the dual characters of Pollodropsicon and lion tamer. 
It was true that she oy be able to hire a lion tamer, and he need 
not necessarily be her husband. But it was not ery day that she 
could pick up an expert who could extract such wild vnriety from 
the ipes. That last thought decided her. To decide was, 
with Carlona, to act. She invited Hamish McNab to the 
saloon carriage one night after the exhibition was over. It was 
the first time Hamish had ＋ the honour of supper with the 
proprietrix of the show, or of sitting down in the company of his 
secretly-loved Sophorina Bellarini. He felt awkward, but Madaine 
put him at his ease. . his supper and at its clore Madame 
calmly asked Hamish McNab how he liked the show business, 
Hamish McNab said he liked it very well, though the confinement 
necessary for sus- 
taining the proper 
character of the 
Pollodropsicon was 
tedious at times. 

Madame admitted 
that it must but 
that he might hope 
for greater comforts 
in future. She had 
decided on making 
an advance in his 


It was evident that it would not do to dro 
The musical interludes supplied by Hamis 


fortunes, 
Hamish McNab's 
countenance beamed. 


“I have watched 
your conduct since 2 
you have been in my 
employment,” said 
Madame —̃ 
“and have approv 
it. Be mine! 

“Yours?” faltered 
Hamish. 

“ Yes, mine, Marry 
me!" 

For a moment 
Hamish allowed his (f 
eves to wander to 
Sophorina Bellarini, 
but that Indy made 
no «ign, He heaved 
a sigh; he glanced 
around at the comforts of the saloon carriage; he thought of the 
income, which was steady, and softly said: “I wull.” 

(To be continued next week.) 


. — — — 
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No, 371.—M. EDOUARDE DK RxszEK k. 


“In his boyhood days our hero suffered much from the 
always doubtful wivantage of ing a distinguished brother. 
Jean hal alrewly commenced to make himself famous, and the 
immediate consequence of his success was the relegation of 
Blouarde to the background, Fiuratively speaking, Jean came 
in for all the jam, whilst poor Edouarde Hel to content himself 
with a dry crust, or go without, It was Jew who rejoiced in 
new awd fashionable to-rgery ; it was Edouarde who hil to wear 
his father’s’ * bags’ ect down by the local snip, This was, of 
course, galling, Our hero rive he woukl stand it no louver, 
awl forthwith get to work to see whether he couldn't warble as 
well as his distinguishel brother, To his own delizht and the 
complete astonishment of his relatives, the nevlected youngster 
at once showed beyom! question that, properly trainel, he cue. 
hope to staml upon the same exalted pinnacle as Jean, From 
that moment he was no longer +li:shtel, and his parents at once 
set to work to n themsclves for not having discovered at 
once that both their sons were veninses. Side by side the two 
have won fame and fortune, Chiefly because he's an eminent 
singer our hero was created F. O). S., and the ‘Sloper Award of 
Merit’ presented tu him July Lith, 1894. '—ebrett dmproved. 


BANK HOLIDAY CHAFF. 
ee (on diving board). The little Priuce hasn't lived long, 


Maude, You don't mean to say—— 
Ale. Ob, go! I mean he's ouly u month old. 


“What say? Use all those brushes in a day's painting? Why, 
yuu lobk like a blvomin’ caddie of a gulf club l“ 


How the (rain serrice was carried on in the woolokl days. With 
@ gud deal more care than it is iu modern timer, 
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ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


BLICHTEO HOPES. 


He, Do you love your dog, Miss Trotter ? 

She, Yes; very much iel. 

HM» (sighing) Al! I wish | were your dog. 

She, oo dol, 

He ten. eri. Do you really mean it? 

he. Les; then 1 could thrash yuu when you were tiresome. 


A RUDE AWAKENING. 


() Mr, Snoazby, Um! Fish don't seem to be feeling to~lay, and the enn power- bet 1 I ain't been a’ Injin Chief in a Wild West show for nothink! Mind ser ‘ead! 
ful ot. Think Ii just lay own and take forty winks till it gets a bit cooler. —12) 'Kre gues! Swoosh 
Rad Robin (the poor tradesman). Look a-there, Bill! There's a charnce it won't we'll ‘ave this little lot ashore in arf u wink 1 Pull! 
do to miss, Some loony's left ia steam launch with no one abourd and a gallon % gave way unexpevtelly, to the mutual astonishment of all concerned, and poor 
Suoozby found 


beer! Can't you ‘itch that there lassov o' youru on tw it 7——(3) Faker Bill. You 


MAKING BAD WORSE. GIRLS SLOPER'S 


“What do von mean, sir, by pinching my arm?“ 
“A thousand partons! 1 thought you were my wile.” 
“Don't ald insult to injury, zie.” Hilda. 


8 . 


A REGULAR STICK. 
“My good sir, look at me! 
man who's lost his legs!" “Why the blazes 
open u timber yard, you've got wood enough 1 


First Nerrous Bachelor, Where did wo leavo our 
clothes, Jack ? 

Second Nervous Bachelor. Over there, where that 
young ladies’ sketching class is seated, 

First Nervous Bachelor, Ob, lor! 


. “Now then, mate! Put yer ae fe itl 
——15) “little lot” 


himself struggling in filtccu or twenty fevt of limpid stream. 


KISSED, AN AWFUL BLOW! 


“Mv ace, darling? T shall be twenty five next Wirtluluy. 
What will you be?“ “Oh! In be blowed, Auntie! 


